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In the glad dance,
All speak thy praise,
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Hark,myMan -0 - - la, Mu-.sle is sound-ing,

Come to the Dance.
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Hov-lng so light - 1y!
All are ad - mir - ing,
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Music by P. HENRION. v

Allegretto Moderato o, — s,
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1. Come to the dance,
2. Lose .not the¢ bour,

Gay heartaare hounding, Lutes, cas -
Time trav - els flect-ly;
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ta - neta,
Cull pleasure’s fow'rs W kile they bloom sweetly; On

Sweet-ly are sounding; qAh! to thy

ea-gle's
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charms,
wing,

All.... there must bow;
Joy... takes its 1night,
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Fair though they be,
Let (us be gay,

Fair.....er
Gay,.. then, to - pight. Come to the dance,

art thon. What can com-pare
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1. With thy dark hair?
2 All hearts en-trance; There thy warm glauce

Eyes that, like stars, 7 Bhine forth so
All will be
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bright - ly; Syiph-like and fleet....... Thosetap'ring
fir - ing, Whiic on thy charms Fond-ly 1
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A MIRACULOUS ESCAPE

-

-

EY A. L. DUANE,

Among all contemptible things I have wiways
partieulariy despised a liar! There never seemed
any excuse for anybody but s scoundrel and a
coward telling lies; but I seriously doubt if any
man ever lived who told the whole truth—espe-
elally if he happezed to be a husbard There
geems to be some morbid quality in a woman
that makes her search out the thiogs she knows
will “break her heart,” and when she finds
them, if they dissppeint Ler, she pinches, and
twiste, and distorts tham until they can make a
very unpieasant showing. Long experience as s
married man teaches one to hide those little
things very daftly. Oaly sometimes he findstbat
the holebe hasdug is bizenongh to awaliow bim-
se!f up. Buot my intentions were perfectly fair
and houest last summer whon I proposed taking
s sea voyage. [ had been working myself al-
thost to death, gelting a new piant of machinery
adjusted in the factory, and the reaction had
come in the shape of acute insomnia.

I tried sverything for a remedy—from moral
magazine tales to late suppers of onions and
beer. 1 think perhaps the last might have
done some good except that Julia objected.
She said she bad known men older than I to
fiad drunkards graves from begzinning wil% a
doctor's prescription.

I met Senseney on the streel oneday, and he
pdvised a sea voyage. Baid he had tuken one
the year before acd it had worked like a charm.
He bad gone on the Elia from Baltimore to
Bremen, aud had a day or two in Paris, and re-
turned on the same ship. It only ecost about
$250 all tola, acd bLe bad been sleeping like
® top ever since. | went home and told Julis,

and asked her to go along, but she refused un-
Jess | would taks Johnoy and the baby, and as
I bad a conviction that absence from Jobnoy
and the baby was a strong ingredieat of the pre-
seription, | deeclined.

1L went over to Daitimore oue Monday morn-
fng, meaniog to lay in a supply of cigars and
Jiterature, and an eid friend, if possible, to keep
e up during the loung voysge. 1 tound the
first two very readily, but the last | was about
%o give up in despair when | met Jim Blsir.

If ever there lived the prince of good fellows,
who is always, according to bis friends, about
to step inte his kingdom by royal right and ac-
clamation, it wsa (is), Jim Blair. Hospitality
and welcome beam from his sunny browan eyes.
%he world has gone easy with him from his
eradle up. Into that infant uest a dying wuoels
Joured two miliion dollars, and Jim has made
playthiogs of them ever since. It iz one of the
pegrets of my life that I ses so little of bim.
L'otil I marred he was my pther self: but mat-
rimony means a greater severing from old ties
ahan any man imag nes uutil he tries ii; sodr
#hen there is another thing that, under anv

~ther circumstances, 1 shoald hardly like to

mention. .Jim bas a sigter. She is for a woman

ust what he is for & man,

sudsome, gay, cordial and clever. In my
young days, before I knew Julia, I was desper-
ately, head oyer ears in love with Madge Diair,
sand sbe refused me. The Lord only knows
what possessed me ever to confess that affair to
Julia It must have been done inthe early days
ef our courtship when my brain, memory aand
everything, wers liguefiad and poured cut be-
fore her. [I've repented it often enocogh. 'The
eonsequence has been that she ihsists that Madga
Plair repanted her refusal, (does the woman livas
who does not think that every other woman
would have been glad to have married her hus-
band?!) and has kept single on my account. “Oh,
you needn't toll me!” she alwsys says when I
remounstrate with her upon ber monstrous [ool-
ishness. ““That womau is dead in love with you
this minute, and I woulda't be cold io my grave
beforeshe would marry yousd A nice sten-moth-
of she wonld make for the poor ehildren! A
woman who has lived about in hotels with thas
fast man-avous-town, Jim Blair!”

There wus no use in saying ove word [ had
to take refuge in silence about the Blairs, and
Jot our fricedslup die down out of sight. Iseniy
was out of sight. The root was there, deep and
strong, ready to send up its old-time shoots and
blossoms at the least encouragement. And
when [ felt the chearful graso of hia band in the
Altamont office, [ feis that if I couid only
persuade Jim to take that sea vovage with me,
there was nothing more to ba desired.

I didu's have tims to Lrosca the subject as
once, as my old friend ecarried me off upstairs to
see Madga [ hada't seen her for five years, and
ber ripe, rich besuly burst upon me as if i had
mever seen it before. She seemed as glad to see

w——Copyrigit-Runkel Bros., 1885. ——

me a8 Jim bad been, and insisted at oncs upen
my diniog with them.

“Harry ie just the man we wanted to see, eh,
Madge!” Jim said, jovially. *Got a boliday
this summer, old feilow!” he asked me ic his
vich voice.

“Yeu," [ aaid, “l am just off for it nop.” And
then I told my plans, and my hope
would go with me.

“Bless my heart! Just the thing!” Jim eried
enthusiastically. ““Oniy I have s plan worth
ten of yourse Madge and [ have taken a “lodge
in the wildernesa’ for the next two months. Max-
well has gone to Scotland, and haz let us have
his shooting-box in the top of the western Vir-
ginia mountains. There is no end of eame,
from buck to turkeys, and the air is just like
good sherry. A man withous any eyelids would
slesp like a tep up there. Come along with
Madge and me.”

It did sonnd enticing.

“But,” [ said. ‘1 have already engaged my
state-room oo the Elia—"

“Madge,” Jim said, turning to his sister,
“(Germaine hasn't bought his ticket yet, bas he
—or do you know!”

CGermaice was Jim's old French valet, who
had traveled about with the brother and sister
for years

“No, he hasn't,” Madge said, “'he spoks to me
about itonly this morning and asked meif 1
didn't thick he had better go from here to
Bremen, instead of going by way of England.”

“There, now, your last excuse is gome,” Jim
said, exultingly. “'Old Germainais too old to
follow us abont any longer, and is going home.
He ean take your tickst, and you ean come with
us and save two or three hundred,”

““My dear friend,” I said quietly. *‘You have
navar bad a wife nor a vhysician. They havse
severally informed me that the thing to cure me
of insomnia was a sea voyage, and if I take my
vacation and come bome with the same old
tendency to walk the verandas all pight | am
afraid there would be more ‘I told yvou so’s’ than
1 could manage comforub}fy."

“Well, now, see here,” Jim said. *‘You give
old Germaine the ticket and come with us fora
week. 1f you find yoursell sieeping you esn
stay and enjoy yvourself. If, on the eontrary,
you are no better, you can take the next steaimn-
er and say nothing about it, except that youn
ware datained. As [ understand, your family
do not expect to hear from you while you are
goue, as you would be home aimost as soun a8 &
letter.”

Aund this was the plan that | foally consented
to accept. If it bad been anybody else but the
Blairs I should not have hesitated writing to
Julia at once, but in view of her absurd and pe-
euliar feeling in regard to Madge Blair, I con-
cluded that discretion was the better part of
valor. 1 could 1tell ber when I went home,
and give her the two huudred and
fifty dollare toward a new sealskin cloak. So |
wrote her nn affectionite farewall from DBualti-
mors, telling her that the Elia would #ail on the
morrow, and that night Jim. Madge and I took
& slesper for & few hours' ride dowa into West
Virginia, where a wagon wus to meet us and
take us on to Maxwell's pictaresque log house
on the eummit of one of the highest points of
the Alleghenies,

It was & beautiful morning when we left the
train and elimbed into the mountain wagon.
The road wound abont through the most mae-
nificent scenery, and we drew in breaths and
threw up our hands with the joy of bare ex-
istence. Jim sat on the front seat with the
driver, who was a rough son of the scil,
sn old guide and huoter of Maxwells,
aud Madge and I sat on the back seat
She wore the red connemara cloak that she
bad worn among the Ssoteh hills the year be-
fore; and as I saw the glorous eolor in her
rovnd eheek and the crisp curls on her white
nape, I wondered what the Secoteh lairds meant
by letting her come away again; and I suppose
it was human pature to wonder if there was a
siugle grain of truth in Julia's foolish talk,
and if 1 had bad anything to do with her single
lite. 1 dos’t suppose the man lives whom that
thought wou!d not thrill, If thers was any
truth in it she bad wonderful seif-possession.
She held out her band to me when we reached
the platean upon which the long varandsed
lodge stood with the same lack of seif-conscience-
ness that she would have shown if ber brother
had stood thera,

Aond there began a life that wasidyllie. Max-
woll had let bis attendants with the house,
You could hardly call the sturdy mountaineers
who served us servanta. They were anythiog
but servilee They cooked our meals and
groomed our horses because they were paid. for
it; but they joined in our conversation and ex-

ressod their opinions with the freedom of equals.
Madge and Jim ecalled me Harry, and
thev called me Harry, too, and I think they
cever had an 1dea that [ was not a brother.
They didn't care. They dida't live above the
clouds to worry themaselves about the nameaand
relationships of city people. There was nothin
strange to them in the long day Madge and
spent on the edge of some trout stream with our
Junch in & basket and a story book, as well as a
fly book among our tackle. Sleep! I slept like
a top from 10 o'cloek uantil dawn.

The evenings were so delicious 1t was impos-

sible to go to bed sooner.

| mists that arose from \he vaMey.
Lat he |

| said deer were to be found.

| came out to the water-hole, we saw by the tracks
| abont that we were

We had a wood fire built in the sitting-room, |
and opecing the door, sat out on the wide rus- |
tic veranda, watching the twilight gather below |
us long vefore we had lost the sun. ‘The cigars |
that were 10 have mingled their smoke with thas
sea breezes, wreathed away to be lost among the

For two weeks I felt as though I had alighted
upon an enehanted shore, where all the inhabit-
ants were cloaver, devoted friends and beautiful,
charming women. The third week Jimand I
set off sarly one morning to a lick where they

We rode en horseback for saversl miles, and
then, leaving the horses. erept through the un-
derbrush aa eautionslyv as possible. Wheu we

too lute; doubtless the ani
mals had com= and goue agsin. There was
nothing to be done butl stay about the pluce nn-
til evening, when they would doubtless come
again

We bad brought a loneh with us, and we ate
that, fearing to smoke cigars on acconat of the
odor. Twenty times, I think, Jim wished that
we had brought JMadge with wus. The day
sesemed very long without her, and as shas was a
eapital shot and had never killed a deer. she
would doubtisss bs very indignant at our rraep-
ing out in the early mocning and leaving her

We were hungry and tired loug before time |
for the deer to come down to the water again,
but we had made up our minds to stay, as our
deer shooting had been anything but lucky this
BeAsSON.

It was just at dusk on the mountain when wa
heard the snappine of a twig that told of the
licht boof of a deer ajproaching. Jim had
piaced himself belind a ok on one side, and I
was in a group of trees and sma!l brosh on an-
other.

Almost simultansonsly with the first footstep
eame another, seemingly almost behind me.
The first deer emerged {rowa the foreat and stood
still, like & bronzo statue in the dull hent.  He,
too, secined to hear that other step, and Iiftiog
his actlered beud aloft, scemed to =nuff the
air.

I went crazy. 1lified my rifle and fired, and
bardly waiting to see him toss up his head,
gprang onut into the opaning. 1 never once
thought of ¢onsidering that the buck would or
could do me harm. [He made one luuge toward
me, his head lowered, when there came the
sharp erack of a rifis behind me, and the deer
;ol: over forward, dead, carrying me down with
1im.

In another second Jim was by me, and Jim's
pister Madge was holding my head.

“Breavo, Madge!”™ Jim was saying. with &
world of tender pride in his veica. “That was
the prettiest thing I ever saw anybody do.”

“‘Is be hurt!” was all she said.

I was hurt, and just then 1t was convenisut to
faint dead away.

The fall and shoek had dislocated my shoulder.
I don't know» how they brought me back home. I
only remember the journey as a confusion of
pain.

There was a country doetor—""a nateral bone-
setter’—about ten miles away on the mountain,
and he eame and set mv shoulder and bandaged
it, and assured me that it *‘jest wasn't nothin’."”
but for several days | had » most unpleasant
low fever. After that they rigged me a ham-
mook chair so that I cou!d sit out on the veranda.
and Madge Blair took care of me. 1 hope [ felt
as a brother toward her.

Toward the end of the fourth week I began to
grow pervous. [ must be back ju Baltimore and
arrive with the Ela. [ kuew that my life
wonld hardly be worth living if | weat home and
told Juliathat I had not only been in the mounnt-
ains when she thought I was in Fraace, but
bad bsen hurt and had oot sent for her, but in-
stead —had let my life be saved by Madgs Blarr,
and had been under her care as a patient. The
muddie was hopeless. The only way out of it
was to go back to Baltimore and go home from
there with anecdotes of my voyage. As 1 had
been abroad a number of times i could invent
tuat part of it without any difficaity. As I did
not want to appear in the city befors the ship
eame in, I had to tall Jim and Madge that I
thought, in consideration of my battered condr-
tion, | shouli have to lay it to the account of
the ship where I ought to have been, and that
I should like to have a telegram sent from the
neareat station asking for the ship's date,

The Blairs are the sort of peopie (most rare!)
who never ask questions, but help you earry out
ﬁonr own plans; so Jim dispatehed a man to

‘erga Alta with the telegram. He was rone
twenty-four hours, and eame back with a stun-
ning answer.

The Elia wns long overdue, and as a great
storm was reported, she was supposed to be
lost!

“Well, now,” Jimm said, “‘that's lucky. Of
course she isn't lost. They never are. Rhewill
be coming along in a day or two, and you will
bave that much more time to recover from younr
sccident. If she is lost yon can say you came
over on another vessel.™ Ah. that wae it.

We sent a man over to Terra Alta with in-
structions to keep telegraphing, and bring the
first news of the ship My econscience did
trouble me now and then u%l thought of Julia's
aoxiety, but 1 am afraid I bhad arrived st the

point where | was more afraid of being “found
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ont” than anything sise. And notwithstandiog
everything they were the !ast days of our holi
day, and they wont on wings.

A week went by, snd then Jim and [ went
over to Terra Aita to hear the wire messages for
ourselves. | bade Madge a sorrowful goed bya
I tried to tell her how | appreciated her services
to me, but [ coulda’t. And as I turned for the
last time thers ware tears rolling dowa her
cheeks. Then I resolved that nothing could
ever induce me to tell Julia the slory of those
weeks

The final measage from ths office of the Elia
bhad come. There was no possible doubt bus
thut it had perished. “‘There is nothing to be
done,” Jimm said, ““but 10 run up to New York
and say you camea over in one of the Northern
vesseis.” So poing back by cieht and eroas
roads, so that [ would be sure of missiog ae-
quuniotances, | reached New York.

I only waitad there long enough to inspeet the
latest vesrel in, and teleeraph Jalia that [ was
in Ameries, when 1 boldly took the train for
heme., I was still weak from my illness, and as
I alighted from tho cars, the dalegation of old
friends that came op with exclamations of grset-
ing fairly bewildered me. Everybody cried out
at once, *“Tell us about it. How were youn
gavadl”

““]1 eame over on the [ltruria,” I said, calmly.

“Yea,” they said, “but how did yom escape
from the Elis?’

‘I came over on the FEtrurisa. ™I said, again
and again. Then my wife's brother guiekly put
me in the earriage and clossd the door. ‘“There
come a ot of those eursed roporters,” be said.
.'John dﬂ\’l faBl y

**] don't see what reporters can want of me,”
I said, peavishiy,

“Well." my brother in law said. in his slieht-
l¥ sarcastic mapper, ‘‘the sole sorvivor ¢f a
sbipwreek is usually an interesting person to
interview. The owners and insurance men wiil
think so.

“But.” | said, "'l came over in the Etruria.”

“Well,” my brether-in-law said, “"what they
want to know is bow you got from the middls of
the Atlantic to the Etruria. When a man leaves
one shore on & vessel that never reaches land
and turns up agaio from another ship, he must
have some sort of a tale to tell,” and he looked
as thourzh he expected to hear 1t then and there

I foll back with a groan. I was in a mess!
Evidently the Elia has been lost before she
reached Bremen. At least | could plead nerves
and tell pothing to-night. Julia and the chil-
dren met me at the door and fell sobbing on my
neck. Poor Julia was sick and wern with
suxiety and grief, while Johnoy and the baby
clung around my kneese.

*Oh, popper!” Johnny said, [ thinked for s
whole week vou was & anze!!”

The first words Julia said were, “Tell me, oh,
tell me how you were saved!”

“To-night T eannot” 1 said faintly. *Not
pow., Leatme goto bed. Iam nearly exhaust-
ed.” And truly I was.

Some kind of a yarn | had to make up before
morning, and | spent the hours turning over and
ovar in my brain various plans, only to reject
them all. Oge thing, the truth was out of the
auestion. If Juha knew whers I had beon she
would listan to no reason, but would consider
uerself entitled to a divorce at once.

By morning my mind was made up, and call-
ing Julia and her bLrother into the morniog
room told myv tale. '

“*‘Before 1 begin,” I esaid sternly, 'l want to
say one thing. This story I am in honor bound
not to tell the reportors. Can you promise me
that it shall never pass {hess walls?”

““Yes.” they said, they would promise.

““Then,” I said, “in the first place I did not re-
turn in the Etraria.”

“Why, Harry!” Julia cried in astonishment,
“you said you did.”

‘“Yes." I #aid, *'we are gometimes compelled
to deceive the crowd,” and 1 feit meaner than
ADY cur.

“Aunother thing I must tell the reportera and
owners of the Elia, and that is that | did not go
abroad in that vessel.”

“But, Harry, darling, you did!”

“‘“Yer, yes—but wait until I tell my story. We
had been out out about eight days when a ter-
rible storm eame up.”

*] thought it was the eleventh day,” my
brother-in-law saia.

*‘It lasted until the twellth day,” I returned.
**The ship was driven this way aad that, and, as
you koow I am not a good sailor, I was wreteh-
edly il I could hear masts breaking and
screams and ories, and then the order for every-
one to come on deck, and the order to man the
boats; but I was so ill I rather hoped I should
to the bottom, so I lay still in my berth. In
the morning the storm seemed to have abated,
althoungh there was a terrific swell on the osean.
I erawled up on deck and found that [ wason a
deserted ship. and it was slowly sinking.

I ran ap and dowa and presently found a
small boat, whieh I lowerad over the side. The
ship was so far down in the water now that there
was no dificnity in my leapiag in, notwith-
standing the great swell. The next wave took
me far out of reach of the sinking ship, and al-
most before I could realize it, I was in that tiny
eraft, alone amoung the terrible mountainous
waves. | bad not had time te think of food, and
there was not evea adrop of (dr%nklng) water in

the boat. [ could contemplate no fate but hor-
ritle starvation. I did not think Ishould drown.
as thes water was growing etiller every hour. At
last I lay down to sleep. | must have slept
severial hours for whan [ awoke the waves were
rolling under the san. and almost upon meé was
a large. bandsome schooner yacht

They had seen me, and even as I looked they
were sending & boat out

1 imagined, of course, that it was the };lons-
ure boat of some English or American Pluto-
erat, wuatil [ had boarded her and been taken
into the eabin. Instead of the magnificence pf
a private yacht,1 found a plain, 10ugh eabin
piled with cases of goods and cigars. It was a
palpable, plain, undisguised smuggler!

I'he man to whom it seemed I was to be sub-
mitted was a big, handsome blonde fellow, with

' & beavy frown, bat a most pleasant smile.

He begun busiuess at once as soon as the
sailors left us.

“Who are you!” he askea.

I told him.

1 am not very glad to see you,” Le eaid qui
etly.

"“That's strange,” I said, “'I am awfully glad to
be here.”

““Mr. Dunane,” the man said. “you consider an
oath binding, 1 presumes’’

“I do.”

“Weil now,” he said. takiog a greaay, worn
o'd Bible off the table, ‘I shall bave to ask you
to swear on this book thatif we take you to
ghora you will never tell how von weare saved;
otherwise, we shall ve compeiled to put you
adrift agsin.” _

And [ awore. | do not consider that I am
violsting my oath in telling you this, as it will
wevent painfnl misunderstandiogs. Soorner or
ater 1t must coms out that I did not arrive in
the Eutruria. Other people can think as they
please—baut you-"

My wife kissed me.

“The smuggiers landed me at a privates yacht
whar! out of New York and I came on home.”

“Apd did the voyage cure your insomnisa,
Harvey dear? Jalia asked.

“Yea," I said, ‘*I think it is cured.”

That has been several months ago, but I never
take up a papver without a dead!y fear that there
may be news of some survivor of the Elia
Maybe it didn’t go down. What am I going to
do then!?

——

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

A Recommendation.

—

Babyhood

Another small boy of three, who is decidediy
irreverent. on praying “God bless papa.” added
“and make him & good boy; if yom can't, just
warm him up.”

B e O
Longevity.
Harper's Bazar.

“Lonegevity! [ should say longevity did run
in the family,” said Mrs. Spriggins. ‘“Why,
John was six foot two, Bill was six foot four,
and George be had more longevity than anv man
1 ever saw. He was gix fool seven if he wasa

foot.”
———— e

Through the Suburbs.

The Epoch.

Passenger—I think the city we are nesriog
must be Chicago.

Another passenger—Why!

Passenger—Because most of the suburban
ruiiences bave cabbages planted in the frons
yar

A Reasonable Request.

“You must give me time, George, to think it
over. It is all so strange, so unexpected.”

“I will grve you a year's time if yon wish it,
My love for vou is great enough to bear that
strain.”

“Oh, 1dont want a year—give ma five min-
utes.”

i -
DBrought Them to Terms,
Truth.,
Gorgeous Swell (to wife)—I'm going ont to see
f friend. y L
Wife—You mean, you are going for a drink;
but mind, if you do 11l disgrace you forever by
eating an apple right here,
He remains. 1 Sk

A Nlara Matter of Frooanclation.
Lifa.

“Now. Waldo,” said a Boston lady, “the min-
ister is to dine with us to-day, and [ want you
to be a good littls boy.”

“Yes, mamma.”

““And if the subject of prize-fighting is intro-
duoeed at the table you must bs sure and say
slogger, not slugger.”

| — e
A Literary Calorifie.

Chicago Tribunes

“Gentlemen.” said the president of the lite-
rary society to the board of managers, ‘'it is my
duty toinform you thatour finances are at a low
ebb. Unless we can reduce our expenses tos
sum 240 less than last year we shall bave to dis-
band till ext summer.”

“*What was our coal billlast winter!” inquired
the librarian,

“Eighty dollars.”

“I thiuk,” rejoined the librarian }l:fdly. “we

|

can save half that amount this winter. [ have
placed a copy of Amelie Rives's new tragedy ia
the library.”

“Mr. Index,” exelaimed the president, deerly
moved, as he grasped the hand of the faithful
official, “you have saved us.”

Gave Her Plenty of Time.
New York Eroch.

Wife (st breakfast)--“'I think I will go down-
town, to-day, John, and get myself a pair of
shoeg.”

Husband-—*Very well. my dear, but you bad
better start immediately after breakfast. Iam
going out this evening, and I would like to have
dinner promptly at 6 o'cloek.”

—— o —— — — —
Hardly Worth Saving.
The Epoch.

Country Minister (to boy fishing)—I'm sorry
to see yon fishing on Sunday, littie boy.

Little Boy—Ain't you goin' a-fishing, too, Mis-
ter?

Country Minister—1 am fishing for souls.

Little Boy—Well, you'll find 'em werry small
an’ shy in these parts. Mister.

Sent Away.
ld.'..-

“Yes, boye.” said old Bellows, proudly beating
his vreast, “I've bean a soldier in my time, and,
if I do say it myself, like the war borse of
Scripture, I could ever s~ent the battls from
afar.”

“ s'pose.” ventured voung Paperwate, “‘thas
on very many occasions that saved your lile.”

A Journey with the Star of Empire,
Time.

He (in New York)—Yes, darlirg, I'm going
West to try and make money for you. Then
We cAn MArryY.

She—Oh, the wild, far West! The lodians!
The danger! The grizzlies! The deadly bhiz-
zards! Ou!

He—Fear not. darling; I ge no forther west
than Jersey City.

SN
A Permauent Discavery.
Bomerville Journal.

“*And 80,” said he bitterly, when be realized
that she had rejected him, ‘‘and so you havs
been flirting heartlessly with me all the while
Well, thank Heaven, 1 bave found you out at

o
lm‘"Yes." she replied. “'sou have; and what is
more, | think you will always find me out here-
after when you call.”

He Made n Change.

Time,

Young Man—I'd like to look at something in
ihe ring line for a youug Iady.

Jeweler—There's a nice thing for sight dol-
lars.

Young Man-4("an’t you make some difference
in the price! I deliver ice at your house.

Jeweler—Al, indeed! Yes. you canc bave the
ring for nine dollars and a balf.

% A Misunderstanding.
me,

Indgnant Citizen—When [ bought this horse
you told me that, with a little training, he wonid
make a first-class animal for the traek.

Horse Dealer—And so he will!

Citizen—I tried bim yesterday, and he was
seventeen minutes trotting a mile!

Horse Dealer—Ob, 1 didn't mean & race track,
friend. ] meant a street-car track.

———
Some Rare Wine,

The Epoch.

Thirsty Tourist (to aariculturist)—I say,
farmer, do you bappen to bave such a thing as
a bottle of beer in the house?

Agrieuiturist—I can’t give you no beer, Mis-
ter, but I kin go you on some wine.

Thirsty Tourist—Is it good wine!

Agriculturist—There aint none better. It's
elderberry, Mister, an’ my wife made it only
yistiddy.

L ———
Short on the Giasots,
Chicago Tribune.

“Children,” ealmly raid Mrs. Rambo, as thers
eame to tho‘bmly sitting-room the sound of a
man stumbling through the front hall in the
dark, banging against chairs, hat racks and oth-
er obstructions, and swearing with & somewhat
thiek articulation, “run out through the back
door, and go over to Mrs. Baldwin's. Stay there
till bedtime. Your father has beem betting on
the Chicagos sgain.”

- ———
A Terrible Life,
New York Sun.

“I don’t understand women,” remarked a poat
man, “and”—after a pause—*‘[ don't believe [
want to, either.”

*“What's the matter!”

“1f 1 hana a letter to & woman sbe looks at
me saverely, and says: ‘What! only one?” If |
give her six, she says: ‘What! only six? and if
had a hundred for her she would make the same
remark. If I have only a paper to deliver—well,
it'’s a terrible lifs to lead.”

For fever and ague and -u-uﬁ'- disease
Ayer's Ague Cure is a positive remedy.




